














A TRUCK FOR TOMMY 


\ 

It was nearly Christmas, and five- 
year-old Tommy wanted a truck. Not just 
any truck, mind you. He had found a mail- 
order catalog with pictures of many little 
trucks on the toy page, and had set his 
heart on a certain one. 

For weeks before Christmas he would 
pull the catalog out of the bookcase early 
every morning, find the picture of the truck, 
and sit on the floor to dream about it. 

If only he might get it for Christmas! 

Daily he took the catalog to his mother 
and begged her to buy the truck for him. 

“Please, Mother,” he would coax, “get me 
this truck for Christmas. I don’t care for 
any of the others, just this one.” 

But Tommy’s father was dead, and 
Mother didn’t have much money. She had 
already bought Tommy a warm coat, and 
that was all she could afford. “Not this 
year,” she would say. “Perhaps next year.” 
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Tommy didn’t want to wait that long. 
The very next day, back he would come 
to Mother, the catalog in his arms. 

At last it was the day before Christmas. 
As usual, Tommy rushed to the bookcase 
and pulled out the catalog. As usual, he 
opened to the picture of the truck and sat 
on the floor to dream about it. 

Suddenly his face burst into smiles. 
Maybe he could have the truck after all! He 
ran to the kitchen. 

“Mother,” he panted, “perhaps you can’t 
afford to get me a truck, but Jesus ca 
And He promised to give us anything 
asked for. Let’s ask Him for the truck now.” 

Mother was taken back. She believed 
Jesus answers prayer, but she wasn’t sure 
that He gave play trucks to little boys. 

“We can pray here,” Tommy said, kneel- 
ing by the kitchen chair. “You pray first.” 

Mother hardly knew what to say. She 
thanked God for all His blessings. She 
asked Him to give Tommy the truck, if 
it were His will; and if it were not His 
will, that Tommy should understand that 
God’s ways are always best. 

Tommy said, “Dear Jesus, please give me 
my truck. Thank you. Amen.” Up he got 
and ran out to play. Mother rose slowly, 
wondering what would happen next. 

That evening Tommy and Mother went 
to his aunt’s house to open their presents. 
Tommy received a package from his aunt. 
He tore the wrapping off. Inside was a 
box. He took one look, and without open- 
ing the box began dancing around. 

“It’s my truck!” he shouted. “Hurrah!” 

“How do you know it’s a truck?” his 
aunt asked, surprised. 

“I asked Jesus to send me one, and He 
has, just as I expected,” Tommy replied. 

Sure enough, when Tommy opened the 
box, there was the very truck he wanted. 

“Well, I never,” exclaimed Tommy’s 
aunt. “And to think I didn’t even know 
he wanted a truck, certainly not that one!” 

But even though Tommy’s aunt didn’ 
know he wanted a truck, Jesus knew al 
about it, and had made certain that Tommy 
got the very thing he had prayed for. 

Best of all, God will answer our prayers 
too, if we believe the way Tommy did. 


Your friend, 


a Waxes 
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My foot slipped. In a moment I was 


— 1 was a boy I lived with my par- 
ents and my brothers and sisters on a 
large farm in western Minnesota. Only a 
short distance below our house was a big 
lake, which provided us much pleasure both 
winter and summer. During the summer 
months we would go boating, swimming, 
and fishing, then in the winter we would 
skate over the glittering ice or skim along 
with the speed of the wind in white-winged 
iceboats. 

One winter day my mother said, “Albert, 
I wish you would bring me a bucket of ice 
from the lake.” 

“All right, Mother,” I said, and on went 
my big coat, cap, and gloves. With ax and 
bucket I hurried down the bank and onto 
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TRAPPED UNDER THE ICE! }) 


By A. V. OLSON 4 


the smooth ice. There, as boys so often 
do, I had a bright idea. Instead of merely 
chipping out enough ice to fill my bucket, 
I decided to cut out a large cake of ice four 
feet square. 

You should have seen my ax fly as it cut 
through that ice, which was seven inches 
thick. Soon the perspiration stood in great 
beads on my forehead. But that did not 
dampen my ardor. Up and down went my 
shining ax until the last inch of ice had 
been cut through. 

To page 20 
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When | came up from the bottom of the lake, | 
found the cake of ice completely blocking the hole. 
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SHADOW OF AN ANGEL 


By ELLEN E. MORRISON 


erty had never liked baby-sitting at 
night for the Wilsons. It wasn’t that the 
two-year-old twins, Ann and Billy, were not 
easy to take care of. They were well behaved 
and gave her no trouble at all, and their 
mother always left complete instructions for 
Betty, to make things as easy as possible. No, 
it wasn’t that the baby-sitting was difficult. 
She didn’t mind it at all—during the day- 
time. 

But at night things were different. She 
wasn't quite sure why. The only reason she 
could give was that the house was a large, 
old-style, country home, with many rooms, 
and was eerie at night when the children 
were sleeping. And there were no other 
homes within a half mile. Even though there 
was a telephone, Betty was always a bit 
afraid there at night, with two small chil- 
dren, so far from anyone else. 

Yet, here she was at Mrs. Wilson’s one 
late afternoon, with the prospect of baby- 
sitting all night! Why had she promised 
Mrs. Wilson she would do it? She could have 
made some excuse for not coming. And 
there were other young people who would 
have been glad to come, who perhaps felt 
no dread of the house at night as she did. 
Yet Mrs. Wilson depended on Betty for 
baby-sitting, and Betty was not one to let 
a friend down, especially in an emergency, 
as this was. 

Mr. Wilson was away on business for a 
week, and this afternoon Mrs. Wilson had 
received a call from nearby Clayton that her 
sister was very ill and needed someone to 
take care of her until a nurse arrived in the 


morning. There was nothing for Mrs. Wil- 
son to do but leave the children at once and 
go to stay with her sister overnight. She 
called Betty, who arrived quickly and re- 
ceived hucried instructions from Mrs. Wil- 
son as she prepared to catch the suburban 
bus for Clayton. 

“Tll call you tonight to see how every- 
thing’s going!” Mrs. Wilson said to Betty 
as she boarded the bus a few minutes later, 
blowing two kisses to the twins, who were 
waving to their mother from the gate. 

Betty gloomily watched the bus disap- 
pear around a curve in the road. 

“Mommy gone bye-bye!” exclaimed little 
Ann as Betty came back through the gate 
into the yard. 

“Yes, dear,” Betty replied, patting her 
blond curls. “She'll be back soon.” 

“Betty read story now?” asked Billy. 

Betty smiled down at the boy and put 
her arms around both children. “No, it’s time 
for your supper now. We'll read a story be- 
fore bedtime.” 

The children were hungry, and Mrs. Wil- 
son had prepared their meal before she left, 
sO supper was over quickly. Betty gave them 
their baths, and soon they were in the liv- 
ing room, snuggled next to her, in their 
pajamas, listening to a favorite story. No, 
she could not ask for an easier baby-sittin 
job, Betty thought, as she tucked the twins 
into their beds a short time later, giving 
a good-night kiss to each of them before 
she turned out the light. 

After washing the few supper dishes, 
Betty went out to sit on the front porch. 
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Long rays from the sun, setting behind the 
house, stretched across the front yard, mak- 
ing shadows everywhere. Any other time 
Betty would have thought the shadows beau- 
tiful, but now they seemed only to remind 
her weirdly that night was coming, with its 
long, lonely hours in the big house. She was 
afraid even more when she noticed dark 
clouds forming on the distant horizon, 
touched by an occasional glimmer of light- 
ning. Once there was a grumbling sound of 
thunder. If a storm was brewing, she hoped 
jt would move in another direction. 

The storm clouds came closer, however, 
and her uneasiness mounted. The lightning 
and thunder became more distinct. Tearing 
her attention from them, she looked down at 
the front yard again. Suddenly one of the 
shadows caught her eye. It began at the cor- 
ner of the porch and reached out across the 
yard. Quite distinctly Betty could see a head 
at the far end of the shadow, and two arms, 
with wings reaching out from the shoulders. 
The nearer part of the shadow seemed to be 
a long, flowing garment. In amazement 
Betty realized that there, spreading in front 
of her, was the shadow of an angel! 

She glanced at the corner of the house, 


Betty was sitting on the porch, lonely and afraid, 
when she saw on the lawn the shadow of an angel. 
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but could see nothing that might be casting 
such a shadow. Then she looked back at 
the angel on the grass. A smile touched the 
corners of her mouth, and the tension in her 
face softened. Regardless of what had made 
the angel appear, she was glad for it. She 
felt better, and it was with regret that she 
saw the shadow fade slowly as the sun went 
down. 

She sat on the porch awhile, watching the 
storm come nearer and feeling the blustery 
wind that preceded it. Finally she got up, 
propped the chairs against the wall so the 
wind would not blow them over, and went 
into the house. She locked the doors for 
the night and settled down in the living 
room with a book she had brought to read, 
trying not to think of the storm so rapidly 
approaching. 

Lightning flashed in jagged streaks and 
thunder rolled angrily across the skies. Betty 
gasped as a deafening crash shook the house, 
and lightning struck a tree in the Wilson 
pasture. She cringed in the chair, then rose 
hurriedly to pull down the shades. Her heart 
was pounding, but in the midst of her fright 
she thought of the angel shadow, and felt 

To page 19 
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FIGHT of the LAST FRONTIER 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


DISASTER BEFALLS THE EXPLORERS! 


/By JAN S. 


WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


eatecing the Olympic Mountains in Washington— 
the last frontier in the United States—was proving to 
be no easy job. A group of men from the U.S. Army, 
led by Lieutenant O'Neil, had been assigned the task 
in 1885. What with nen, bears, stampeding elk, 
balky mules, a forest fire, and mysterious whistles, the 
men were having a more exciting time than they had 
expected. Finally, when one of the men hurt himself, 
O’Neil went back to civilization and returned with an 
Indian guide. On their reaching camp late one night, 
the Indian threatened to leave. He was persuaded at 
last to pitch his tent and go to bed. Next morning 
O’Neil looked around the camp and noticed that some- 
thing was terribly wrong. 


_ Indian’s tent was gone, and so was 
the Indian! 

“Well, that is a fine one,’ remarked the 
lieutenant. “I thought for sure he would 
stay with us.” 

So had everyone else; almost everyone, 
that is. The Indian had had no intentions 
of staying in what he thought to be haunted 
country. He had deliberately gone to bed and 
waited until the others were asleep, and 
then had quietly stolen away. There had not 
been a sound of his departure, and only 
the animals of the forest had seen him 
silently slipping through the shadows, back 
down the dark trail. 

On the fourth of August Mr. Chambers, a 
brother of the commanding officer, Colonel 
Chambers, arrived in camp with his son 
and daughter. They had followed the trail 
from Port Angeles, hoping to catch up with 
the party before they moved on. 

“Well, this is quite an occasion,” said 
Lieutenant O'Neil kindly as he shook their 
hands. “I believe Miss Chambers is the first 
white girl to come into the Olympic Moun- 
tains.” 

Mr. Chambers’ daughter blushed, but her 
brown eyes snapped with keen delight. It 
had been tough traveling the route of the 
first explorers, and especially where the fire 
had wiped out large sections of the trail, 
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but now that she and her brother were here 
they both were proud of their accomplish- 
ment. It was only a vacation for them, but 
they realized some of the hardships the ex- 
pedition must have encountered while cut- 
ting trail into this region. 

“We'd like to do a little exploring with 
you for a day or two before we have to go 
back to Port Angeles,” said Chambers’ son. 

O'Neil patted him on the shoulder and 
smiled. “Fine. Why not climb one of the 
peaks around here so we can get a good view 
of the land?” 

Both of the children fairly danced with 
delight at that suggestion. What could be 
more fun than climbing with Lieutenant 
O'Neil, the famous Olympic explorer from 
Vancouver barracks. To think that they could 
really explore with the first white man ever 
to penetrate these mountains! Late that aft- 
ernoon, as they stood on one of the peaks 
looking out toward the great Mount Olym- 
pus itself, they felt that sensation that only 
mountaineers know. To stand high on the 
wind-swept ridge and see far, far out on 
mountains and mountains, with wild canyons 
and ridges running in all directions, was a 
real thrill. Theirs was the feeling, that aft- 
ernoon, that God was there. Not the legend- 
ary god of the Indians, but the God of 
heaven, who had created these monuments as 
a symbol of His power. 


“The Bible says, ‘Before the vnounesin 


were brought forth, or ever thou hadst 
formed the earth and the world, even from 
everlasting to everlasting, thou art God.’” 
Chambers’ face lighted up as he spoke. 
O'Neil nodded. Often the same thoughts had 
come to him as he looked out over the vast 
sea of lofty peaks rising above the evergreen 
wilderness. 

“I think,” said O'Neil reverently, “that 











this land of mountains is good for the soul.” 

“You must have felt the very presence 
of the Creator many times.” 

“I have,” replied O'Neil. Then he paused 
as if in deep thought. “I have—many times.” 

The Chambers children were becoming 
restless now that a huge fog bank had crept 
in over the summit. It was time to return, 
and with careful steps the happy group 
moved down toward camp and warm food. 
It was not without difficulty that they found 
the camp, however, and many times even 

O'Neil could barely distinguish guiding ob- 
@-: in the dense whiteness about them. 

-ike a mantle covering the entire mountain- 
side, the fog settled down for the evening, 
and it was not until nearly sundown that 
the four stumbled into camp. 

After the Chamberses returned to civiliza- 
tion again, O'Neil began pushing the crew 
toward the high ridges above the Elwha 
basin. Upon one of the shoulders of the ridge 
they made a cache camp and decided to split 
the party up for the exploration of the upper 
Elwha River forks. At the cache they left 
provisions for anyone who needed to return 
early. It was decided that Mr. Hawgood, the 
chief engineer, should head up a group 


going southwest in the direction of the head- 
waters of the Elwha, while O'Neil should 
go southeast and work that branch of the 
river. Hawgood was to take half the mules 
and O'Neil the other half, with instructions 
to stop whenever they found foliage for the 
poor animals to feed upon. Up to this time 
they had not had anything but tender shoots 
of brush and a little oats. Worn and very 
thin, they needed to feed on rich green 
grass. Little realizing just how soon this 
would come to pass, O'Neil and Hawgood 
waved good-by and hoped to meet in a 
week or so. 

The men from Hawgood’s party watched 
O'Neil and his men disappear along a wind- 
ing ridge far above the valley floor. Sharp 
peaks soon cut off the view as they passed 
into an unexplored region. Turning to his 
men, Hawgood motioned toward the south- 
west. 

“We'll try to find the headwaters of the 
Elwha if we can.” 

Traveling was rugged and slow for the 
Hawgood group. They came to nearly per- 
pendicular cliffs and sheer drops that went 
down dizzily into deep canyons and narrow 
wooded valleys. Working with nothing but 


At the top of a steep slope, the lead pack animal slipped 
in the loose gravel, falling to the river far below. 
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its footing on the steep 
pitch. Vaulting down, 
it smacked head on into 
the other mules strug- 
gling for footing, and 
the entire train rolled 
down toward the river. 

“My instruments, my 
instruments,” shouted 
Hawgood. But it was no 
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How the Child of Bethle-hem Was born so long a- go. 
Heaven's great-est Treasure came To live and rule on earth. 
Telling men that Jesus lives, Is 





1. Tellthestory of Je- sus. Singit softly and low, 
2. Angels told of His com- ing. Stars grew bright atHis birth. 
Tell the story of Je- sus. Sing its truthon your way, 


had been carrying the 
precious 


now spread out in wild 
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ley of dust and rocks. 

The other men stood 
by in wide-eyed amaze- 
ment as one by one the 
mules hit the water and 
broke loose from their 
packs. The fall was 
enough to place the lead 


still our King to-day. mule in permanent use- 


lessness, but the others 
were able to move about 
all right. Tired, discour- 
aged, without food, 
mess gear, or instru- 
ments for surveying, 





a mattock, Mr. Hawgood, as he had done for 
the expedition many, many times, success- 
fully maneuvered the mules around the 
ticklish places and onto solid footing. He 
noticed that the mules never stayed close to 
the wall, but continually stepped as close 
to the edge of the cliff as they could, regard- 
less of how wide he made the trail. 

“It seems as though they are afraid of 
bumping the packs against the cliff wall and 
tumbling over the side,” he remarked to his 
men. 

The mules had sure feet and were defi- 
nitely more afraid of losing their balance 
from the heavy packs accidentally hitting 
the side than from stepping over the edge. 
Loose gravel and a steep upward slope, how- 
ever, proved the end of this particular branch 
of the expedition. 

Coming down into the Elwha basin and 
ascending the opposite side, Mr. Hawgood’s 
lead mule slipped on the loose rocks and 
began to slide. The pack was loose, and this 
in turn prevented the beast from regaining 
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the Hawgood party re- 
turned to Cache Camp and awaited the com- 
ing of O'Neil. 

Meanwhile O'Neil had discovered un- 
known valleys that were several miles across 
and contained the most luxuriant grass he 
had ever seen. After feeding on this later, 
in the final phases of the expedition, the 
mules returned to the stables at Port Town- 
send fatter than when they started out. It 
had proved to be a very successful adventure 
for the O'Neil group. They wanted more of 
it, and in a final assault on the extreme south- 
eastern end they began dropping into a hid- 


den valley. Leaving the mules, O'Neil “@ 


two others worked toward their objectiv 
They had been following a dry creek bed 
that was overgrown with brush, when O'Neil 
noticed how steeply it began to drop to- 
ward the valley. 

“It’s probably the best way to go, but I 
don’t like the fact that we can’t see more 
than a few feet ahead,” said O'Neil. 

“IT know, sir, but it would be much harder 
cutting through the brush To page 21 
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DRAGGED BY A MULE 
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The missionary tried to dismount from the mule, but one foot caught in the stirrup. Then the mule bolted. 





“MY GOD HATH SENT HIS ANGEL"—1I 











Mission station on the shores of Lake Vic- 

ria in East Africa. About four o'clock in 
the afternoon Missionary L. E. Lane decided 
to call on the chief of a nearby village. The 
day was hot, and since he would need to 
travel three or four miles, he thought he 
would rather ride than walk. So he went to 
a nearby store run by an Indian merchant 
and asked for the loan of a mule. The 
Indian agreed, and soon Missionary Lane 
was riding along the narrow, crooked path 
that led over the dry plain by the lake shore. 


t WAS Christmas Day at the little Karungu 


In the distance he heard the tinkling of 
bells, and around a curve in the path came 
some pack donkeys, heavily laden with skins. 
Since Missionary Lane did not know what 
might happen when his mule met the don- 
keys, he thought it would be wiser to dis- 
mount, which he started at once to do. He 
had freed his right foot from the stirrup 
when he found that his left foot was caught 
fast. While he was trying to release it, the 
mule became frightened, and bolted off at 
great speed. 

The foot was still fast in the stirrup, and 
the missionary was being dragged along, 
with his head banging on the ground and 
his clothing being torn to shreds. For a won- 

To page 21 
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PATHFINDER 


WINNING FOR THEIR CLUB WY 








/W. D. BLEHM, Reporting 


pews hoping you get a pup tent for 
Christmas, or a hand ax, or a hunting 
knife, or some other piece of Pathfinder 
equipment. If so, you're in for real fun. 

Start learning how to use your equipment, 
and see if you can match the Oregon Path- 
finders. At their second annual fair, shown 
on these pages, they showed they knew how 
to use their equipment. They made some 
fast records. 

Winning team in the pup-tent-pitching 
contest erected a tent, with all eight stakes 
driven into the ground, in a total of only 
fifty seconds! 

In the knot-tying contest, six knots were 
tied on a five-foot pole. The winner tied all 
of them in a mere forty seconds! They in- 
cluded the bowline, carrick bend, fisherman’s 


knot, square knot, slip knot, and overhand 
knot. 

The string-burn contestants burned the 
string in four minutes ten seconds. 

Those Oregonians also put on some great 
exhibits and demonstrations. The Roseburg 
club showed a typical camping scene and 
some beautiful acrobatics. The Rose Lodge 
exhibit followed the theme “Highways to 
Heaven.” Auto mechanics was displayed by 
Mount Tabor. Another club discovered a 
“burning house” and rushed to administer 
first aid to the poor “victims.” 

Over two thousand people came to watch, 
filling the bleachers of the Springfield Un- 
ion High School. 

So learn to use your new equipment, and 
win for your club at your next fair. 


PHOTOS, COURTESY OF W. D. BLEHM 
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wire snowflakes came floating silently 
down upon the busy city streets, where 
people were hurrying to and fro. Happy 
smiles were on their faces, for the Christmas 
spirit was everywhere. Some were carrying 
large bundles, others had only small parcels 
tucked securely under their arms. 

Janice, clad in snow suit, mittens, and 
overshoes, held her one small package tightly. 
With her sister, Alfreda, she had been doing 
her Christmas shopping, on a small scale. 
In her package were two gifts: a pair of 
warm brown socks for Daddy, and a dainty 
linen handkerchief for Mother. 

“I wish I could find something for Al- 
freda,” she sighed to herself as she and her 
sister paused for a moment to look into a 
brightly decorated store window, where 
twinkling lights sparkled on two beautiful 
Christmas trees. Inside her mitten jingled 
a nickel and three pennies. How could she 
buy a nice present for Alfreda with only 
eight cents? Even the smallest gift on dis- 
play in the window cost more than that. 

Suddenly Janice realized that Alfreda was 
not standing beside her any more. She must 
have gone on down the street with the hurry- 
ing crowd. Clutching her little parcel tightly 
for fear it would be pushed out of her 
hand by the people rushing by, she ran on 
to find her sister. 

“It will be dark before I find her,” she 
said to herself as she peered anxiously into 
the ruddy faces of the people on the street. 
“Perhaps I had better go back to the big 
Christmas store and wait there for her, even 
if my hands are cold.” 

Hurrying back to the store with the large 
Christmas trees in the window, Janice waited 
and waited. She jingled the eight cents in 
her mitten; it seemed to make her fingers 
feel warmer to wiggle them. Where could 
Alfreda be? Perhaps she was searching for 
her; perhaps she had gone home. Tears came 
into Janice’s eyes as she watched the busy 
crowd. Why didn’t Alfreda come? 

“Mew—mew,” said a small white kitten 
as it brushed against her overshoes. 

“Poor little thing,” said Janice. “Are you 
cold and lonesome too?” and she took the 
shivering little ball of white fur up in her 
arms to pet. It cuddled down and began to 
purr. Janice brushed off the snowflakes and 
put the kitten inside her snow suit. 

“Tt will be nice and warm inside,” she 
said as she zipped up her snow suit again. 
The kitten seemed quite contented as it 
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snuggled up against her warm body and slept. 

“It must be one of Grandma Dale's little 
white kittens. She has so many like this. 
Maybe I could take it home to her before 
Alfreda comes—it’s just down in the next 
block across the street. I'll hurry.” 

The eight cents jingled in her mitten as 
she ran to Grandma Dale’s. Putting her 
package under the other arm, she rang the 
doorbell. 

“Did you lose one of your white kittens?” 
she asked as Grandma Dale opened the door. 

“Yes, I think one of them still is outside,” 
said Grandma Dale, “but they usually come 
home again. Won't you step inside a minute? 
You look cold.” 

“Thank you,” said Janice as she stamped 
the snow from her overshoes and stood on 
the hall rug. “I am rather cold. But the little 
kitten didn’t get so very cold—you see, I 
have it here inside my snow suit.” 

Janice pulled down the zipper, and the 
kitten peeked out curiously. 

“I found him up by the big store where 
the Christmas trees are. | was waiting there 
for my sister, Alfreda, and the kitten was 
cold and lonesome too.” Janice looked long- 
ingly at the group of snowy white kittens 
romping playfully on the floor. Grandma 
Dale had so many—perhaps she would— 
well, it wouldn’t hurt to ask. 

“Grandma Dale, do you sell—would you 
sell one of your little white kittens?” 

“Sell one of my kittens?” asked Grandma 
Dale in surprise. “Why do you ask, my 
dear?” 

“Well, you see, I was trying to find a 
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Janice tucked the lost kitten inside her snow suit. 
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nice gift for Alfreda, but the big stores don’t 
seem to have anything for eight cents. So 
I was wondering, if the kittens didn’t cost 
too much, I could pay you the eight cents 
now, so I could give it to Alfreda for a 
Christmas gift—she just loves kittens.” 

“Why, bless your little heart, dear, just 
choose whichever one you think your sister 
would like, and you may have it for her gift. 
I have so many I will never miss it. No, you 
just keep your eight cents. It will help to 
buy milk, you know.” 

With a fluffy white kitten zipped up 
cozily inside the snow suit, Janice went gaily 
down the street toward the big Christmas 


ST 


store. There before the sparkling window 
stood Alfreda, anxiously waiting. 

“Where have you been?” she called. “I 
thought maybe you had gone home without 
me. 

“I was getting a gift for you,” said Alfreda, 
smiling happily. “I just know you will like 
it. Where have you been?” 

“I was getting a gift for you,” replied 
Janice. “I know you will like it, too. I have 
it here inside my snow suit, where it’s nice 
and warm.” 

“Is it a white kitten?” asked Alfreda, stop- 
ping suddenly and looking surprised. 

To page 19 
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The Best Kind 


Making out the Christmas lists. 


o Cnitaid!, 


By NANCY MORGAN SMITH/ 


MOTHER, did you know Christmas is 
almost here?” The question came from 
one of the two girls who were lying on the 
rug gazing dreamily into the fire. 

Mother sighed and laid down the book she 
was reading. Christmas! Every year she 
dreaded it more and more. It meant shopping 
in the thronging crowds, and spending 
more money than the family could afford. 
And so often the gifts weren't really needed 
or appreciated. Mother looked over at Fa- 
ther, who was reclining in his easy chair. 
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The Wise Hien 


By JUDY M. HERZEL, Age 12 / 
Rockaway, New Jersey 


Out in the east there shone a star, 
Away, away, it seemed so far. 


The Wise Men followed it at night, 
The shining star their only light. 


Three precious gifts for Christ they brought, 
And long in Jerusalem they sought. 


King Herod trembled. He wished ‘twere a 


fable! 
But Jesus was found—in a stable! 


And the Wise Men gave to the Baby Prince 
Their myrrh, and gold, and frankincense. 
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“Yes, dear,” he said slowly. “I believe I 
know what you are thinking. We forget the 
real meaning of Christmas nowadays. We 
should observe Christmas, but not as it’s 
being done these days.” 

Nora and Laura, disappointed, looked 
sadly at each other. “I know you're probably 
right, Daddy,” said Nora. “But Laura and 
I wanted to make out our Christmas lists 
tonight. It’s all right to give presents to each 
other, isn’t it?” she coaxed. 

Mother spoke up. “Why, yes, Nora, that’s 
a good idea. You and Laura make out lists 
of what you want, and Daddy and I will 
do the same.” 

Daddy sat up and removed his feet sud- 
denly from the footstool. He looked curiously 
at Mother, wondering what had got into her. 

Mother noticed the look, but only smiled 
and went to get pencils and paper on which 
to write their lists. 

“Now let everyone write on these what 
he wants for Christmas,” she said as she 
passed them around. “Are you ready?” 

_ For several minutes no sound was heard 
except the crackling of the fire. Then Daddy 
announced that his list was complete. 

“Now, Laura and Nora, give me your 
lists, and Daddy, give me yours too,” said 
Mother with a twinkle in her eyes. 

Everyone was mystified at Mother's 
strange behavior. She read, “Nora—a pair of 
skates, a red sweater, and a book.” Then she 
wrote something at the bottom of the page. 

“Laura—some new records, a puppy, and 
some stationery,” Mother read on the next 
list. She wrote something on this one too. 

“Daddy—some new slippers, a robe, and 
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some time in which to relax.” They all 
laughed at that. Again Mother wrote some- 
thing on the list. 

“Read yours,” requested Laura. “We want 
to hear it too.” 

“All right. I want a new dress, a purse, 
and a good fountain pen,” said Mother. 

“Now,” the others exclaimed, “tell us 
what you wrote on our lists!” 

“Well,” said Mother, smiling, “I just wrote 
approximately what everything would cost.” 

“How much does it come to?” asked 
Daddy curiously. 

“It’s right around $69, and that is just for 
ourselves. When you think of all the rela- 
tives—oh!” groaned Mother. “Why, it will 
probably be $125, or more!” 

“Yes, I'm sure it will be,” Daddy agreed. 

“That's a lot of money,” said Nora 
thoughtfully. 

“Whew! I guess it is!” exclaimed Laura. 
“Maybe we could just give little gifts this 
year, say a dollar for each of us.” 

“Well, I'll tell you what I had in mind. 
None of us really need all these gifts we've 
written down, do we? But there are many, 
many people who need Jesus in their homes 
and in their hearts. What do you say, dear 
family, that we each choose just one of these 
gifts, and then give the rest of the money 
to God’s work instead of to ourselves? We 
could take the amount and donate it to any 
cause we think most needy. Would you like 
to do that?” 


The girls lay in front of the fire. “Daddy,” Nora 
said, “‘let’s make out our Christmas lists tonight.” 
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Everyone was silent for a moment, then 
Nora said enthusiastically, “I think that’s 
a good idea, Mother. I think I would be 
quite content if I got just the skates, and 
I'd like to help send a missionary to one 
of those tribes that have begged for some- 
one to come and teach them.” Nora had been 
impressed by a picture a missionary had 
shown in their church. 

“Well,” said Daddy, “my old slippers are 
so worn out that I don’t think it would 
be a waste of money for someone to give 
me a new pair.” He wiggled his big toe 
through a hole in the left slipper as he 
spoke. “But I suppose I could get along with 
my old robe for another year. I'd be glad to 
see the money a new one would cost go to 
Faith for Today. It would be nice to have 
a part in it. Of course, it wouldn't cost 
anything to give me a few minutes to relax 
now and then,” he sighed, “so I guess we 
can’t send them anything extra if I cross 
that off my list!” 

Nora chuckled. Mother went on. 

“There's really no use in my getting a new 
purse,” she said thoughtfully. “I never have 
any money to put in one anyway. And I can 
still write with my old pen, so I don’t really 
need another yet. But I will have to have a 
new dress sooner or later, so if all my dear 
family would like to get together and give 
Mother a new dress for Christmas, I’d like 
to see the money for the other items go to 

To page 17 











How to bring the birds to your garden. 





THE BIRDS’ CHRISTMAS TREE 


By ELEANOR J. PAULSON 


wat happens to the birds when the 
snow covers the ground? Thousands of 
them perish when twigs and branches are 
sealed in ice. Heavy snowstorms cover in- 
sects and weed seeds, which are the birds’ 
natural food. Birds’ feathers are very warm. 
They can endure great cold, but only if there 
is sufficient food to keep the little furnaces 
beneath those feathers continuously stoked. 

Perhaps you already have a feeding station 
for your feathered friends. Did you ever pre- 
pare a birds’ Christmas tree for them? 

You will want to watch your winged 
friends open their Christmas packages, so use 
an evergreen tree that is growing near your 
house. Or, if you have no suitable tree where 
you can watch it, place an extra Christmas 
tree firmly in a stand and anchor it to the 
ground with guy wires. 

For eye appeal, hang on the branches 
bright red cranberries and holly, if you have 





any. Birds will be attracted by the vivid 
color. 

If this is your first bird party, you will 
want to know what to serve your guests. 
Dry some doughnuts to a rocky hardness 
and hang them from the tree for your guests 
to swing from as they peck. 

A wire soap dish filled with suet may be 
nailed to the tree. Wire is not very safe, 
however, for in freezing weather bird feet 
and tongues may stick to the icy wire. It 
is best to bind a large piece of suet to a 
limb with many strands of cotton cord. 
Woodpeckers like this. The upside-down 
bird, or white-breasted nuthatch, will walk 
head down on the trunk to eat this body- 
warming food. Some birds are more likely 
to eat it if very small pieces are fastened to 
the twigs. Suet may also be put into coarsely 
crocheted bags of white cotton cord and 
hung from the limbs of your tree. Or you 
may prefer to make a “food 
stick” or log with holes that 
always point upward and in- 
ward. Pour melted suet into 
these holes. 

Fill other cotton bags with 
an assortment of dried ber- 
ries. Elderberries, dogwood 
fruit, mountain ash_ berries, 
wild cherries, blueberries, col- 
lected and dried during the 
summer, furnish attractive 
food for the guests at your 
bird cafeteria. 

Still other bags may con- 
tain raw peanuts and wild 
bird-seed mixture, which can 
be obtained from pet shops 
or other stores. Sunflower 
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Decorate a tree with food, and 
watch all the birds flock to it. 





seed is most popular. Even ground-up dog 
biscuit is welcome. Bread crumbs are enjoyed 
as long as they have not been allowed to 
stand uncovered where they will sour and 
become harmful to the birds. Crumbs of 
cheese, scraps of meat and fat, rice, cooked 
and uncooked, chopped raisins and dates, 
and bits of apple add interest and appeal. 
Add a little grit, which the birds need 
to digest the food. Even lettuce and cabbage 
leaves and celery tops will be greeted with 
chirps of delight. 

Spread peanut butter thick on the low 
branches of your tree. If it is plastered in 
cracks of the bark, woodpeckers, nuthatches, 
and brown creepers will greet it with glad 
surprise. 

If you live in the country, you may have 
a pheasant or bobwhite (quail) visit your 
tree. Pile boughs of evergreen and stalks of 
weeds tied together around the trunk of 
your tree to afford protection for these wild 
birds. An ear of corn impaled on nails that 
have been run through a board will provide 
excellent food for them. It is necessary for 
the quail to have grit also. Birds need grit 
because they have no teeth. The little stones 
act as teeth in their stomach. 


Here is a recipe for a birds’ Christmas 
pudding: Chop suet and heat it. While 
warm add canary seed, chopped peanuts, 
raisins, oatmeal, sunflower seeds, cooked and 
uncooked rice, scratch feed, and honey or 
sugar. Dip large pine cones in this mixture 
and hang them on the tree. Pack some into 
small hollowed-out coconuts or gourds and 
hang from a branch. 

String a bit of popcorn, being careful to 
bind it close to the branches so that the 
birds’ feet will not become entangled. Now 
your tree is prepared to provide a happy 
Christmas for the birds. 

Don't be impatient if no visitors come 
right away. Birds are timid. Stamp out a 
hard patch in the snow and scatter enough 
feed to make a dark patch at least a couple 
of feet across. Birds flying over will see it. 
Dribble a trail of seed from this feeding 
patch to the tree. 

Before you know it you will hear a chirp or 
two, and your feathered guests have come. 
From now on they will return daily unless 
you neglect them. So keep gifts of food on 
your tree and watch for splashes of color 
and even a rare-bird visitor among your 
company. 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


Address pen pal requests to Editor, JUNIOR GUIDE, 
Washington 12, D.C., U.S.A. Print clearly your name, 
address, age, and hobbies. 


Nancy Wilson, 15, will be a sophomore in high 
school this year. She likes to roller skate and swim. 
Her address is R.R. 1, Austin, Indiana, U.S.A. 


Takaichi Murakami, who is in the third year of 
high school, would very much like to have friends 
across the seas in the United States and other coun- 
tries. Takaichi’s address is 554 Sakae-Machi, Waka- 
matu-City, Fukushima-Ken, Japan. 


Kyei Nimako Andrews, 19, enjoys playing football, 
cycling, singing, sending parcels, collecting post- 
cards and stamps. He wishes to hear from boys and 
girls all over the world. His address is No. J. 49, 
Harper Street, Koforidua, Gold Coast, British West 
Africa. 


Kenneth Willie Buadu Wanka, 18, likes to sing 
and participate in sports such as football, bicycling, 
and also is a stamp collector. His address is No. }. 49, 
Harper Street, Koforidua, Gold Coast, British West 
Africa. 


Jo Ann Crissey, 11, is in the sixth grade. She en- 
joys cooking, reading, and playing the piano. She 
would like to receive letters from pen pals in the 
United States and Canada. Her address is Sand 
Patch, Pennsylvania, U.S.A. 





The Best Kind of Christmas! 
From page 15 





the Voice of Prophecy, to help keep that 
wonderful program on the air.” 

Laura, the youngest, had said nothing so 
far. Everyone knew how much she wanted 
the records, the puppy, and the stationery, 
which she had written on her list. She had 
talked about nothing else for weeks. When 
she saw the others looking at her, she heaved 
a great sigh. “I really would like the rec- 
ords and the puppy and the stationery,” she 
said. “But I suppose I'd probably get the 
most fun from the puppy. Then I think 
I'll give the rest to the minister's wife, Mrs. 
Reagon, to help buy some things for the 
branch Sabbath school.” 

“What a wonderful Christmas this will 
be!” said Mother happily. “But did you 
know we are still giving to ourselves? We 
are building lovely mansions in heaven for 
future use!” 
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CHARLES CARED 


Bible 


SPELLING GAME 


A game for Junior youth to play with younger 
brothers and sisters—these thirty sets of twin 
cards will provide instruction and entertain- 
ment for very young children by making them 
familiar with some common words through 
association of the words with the pictures that 
portray them. The first fifteen sets are for 
very young children, and the last fifteen sets 
are designed for a slightly older group 


PRICE, $.75 


BIBLE TRUTH GAME 


This little game consisting of 101 nicely 
printed cards with accompanying instruction 
and answer book promotes interest in Bible 
facts. Some of the questions test the memory; 
some provoke thought. Profitable for Sabbath 


hours. 
PRICE, $1.25 


BIBLE GEOGRAPHY GAME 


A sea that lost its tongue, imported apes and 
peacocks, twenty worthless towns—could you 
locate these references in the Bible? This 
attractively printed card game affords suitable 
abbath diversion in finding Bible place names. 


PRICE, $1.00 


Prices Higher in Canada 
Add Sales Tax Where Necessary 


MIPIM, 
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GAMES for JUNIOR YOUTH 


REVIEW AND HERALD PUBLISHING ASSOCIATION, TAKOMA PARK 





































BIBLE "SEEK" GAME 


Here is something new in Bible games that will 
afford many hours of exciting and instructional 
fun. Any number up to twenty can play it, 
but the maximum pleasure comes when played 
by from four to eight players. It tests one's 
knowledge of Bible characters and one’s agility 
in spelling their names. It uses an interesting * 


forfeit system. 
PRICE, $1.50 
BIBLE CHARACTER GAME 


Conducted according to the rules provided, 
it furnishes stimulating rivalry in acquiring 
a wide knowledge of Bible personalities and in 
what books of the Bible they may be found. 
Educational and devotional emulation are pro- 
voked in the family circle or church group 
when played intelligently. 

PRICE, $1.25 


BIBLE BOOKS GAME 


This is a new game cleverly designed to teach 
those who play it how to familiarize themselves 
with the relative positions of the books of the 
Bible. Develops skill in turning quickly to any 
needed Bible text. Printed on durable enameled 
stock, it consists of 66 cards, one for each 


book of the Bible. 
PRICE, $1.00 





Shadow of an Angel 
From page 5 


better. She forgot herself completely when 
she heard two terrified voices trom the up- 
stairs bedroom calling, “Mommy! Mommy!” 
The thunder crash had awakened the chil- 
dren. 

Betty ran upstairs to the nursery. Ann 
and Billy were sitting upright in their beds, 
with the covers drawn in tight fistfuls to 
their chins. Terror shone from their eyes. 

“There! There!” Betty soothed. “It’s just 
a storm, darlings. It will be over in a few 
minutes.” Her presence comforted the twins, 
but Betty knew they would not go back to 
sleep while the storm raged outside. “Would 
you like to come downstairs with me until 
it’s over?” she asked. 

The storm was almost forgotten in the 
twins’ delighted squeal at being allowed 
out of bed at night. In a scramble they were 
heading for the stairs so fast that Betty 
had to caution them to be careful. Once 
downstairs, she settled them on each side 
of her and read stories until the storm sub- 
sided and they could be persuaded to go to 
their room again without being frightened. 

After the children were back in bed Betty 
thought once more of the angel shadow she 
had seen earlier. It had given her a lot of 
courage, helping her to forget the frighten- 
ing storm outside and helping her to be 
calm enough to quiet the twins. Somehow 
the house did not seem so lonely any more. 
How could it be lonely when it had been 
guarded by the shadow of an angel at sun- 
set? 

Becty did not even start at the sudden ring- 
ing of the telephone. It was Mrs. Wilson 
inquiring about the twins. Betty assured her 
that everything was all right, and explained 
how she had comforted the children when 
they were frightened. 

Mrs. Wilson’s relieved voice came over 
the wire, “I’m so glad you are there with 
them, Betty. They are afraid of a storm, and 
I was very concerned. But knowing how 
capable you are, I won’t worry now. Good 
night. I'll see you in the morning.” 

Comforted by the thought of Mrs. Wil- 
son’s gratitude and trust, and by the thought 
of the beautiful angel shadow, Betty went 
up to bed in the spare bedroom next to the 
nursery. Her fear was completely gone now, 
and she even rolled the shades up before go- 
ing to sleep. The lightning and thunder still 


played about as the storm moved away, but 
Betty drifted off to sleep, dreaming of a 
lovely angel in white standing guard over 
her house. 

The next morning was sunny, and a busy 
one for Betty as she got the twins out of 
bed, dressed them, gave them breakfast, and 
sent them out to play. She had forgotten 
the angel shadow, until she was washing the 
breakfast dishes. She looked out the kitchen 
window toward the blue western sky, and 
saw a tree standing on a low ridge, just 
about where the sun had set the previous 
afternoon. Pausing to look more closely, 
Betty realized that the outline of the tree, 
stretched out into a long afternoon shadow, 
might look like an angel. Perhaps here was 
her shadow angel of the evening before. 
She smiled contentedly. 

“Even if it were only the shadow of a 
tree,” she mused, “it looked like an angel 
to me, and it reminded me that the angels 
really were here. I'll never be afraid at night 
again.” 





Featherball and Snowdown 
From page 13 


“Yes,” said Janice. “I got it over at 
Grandma Dale’s. I found it by the big store, 
so I took it home. Then Grandma Dale gave 
it to me for a gift for you. That is where I 
was just a minute ago.” 

“Well, now, isn’t that the strangest thing?” 
said Alfreda, laughing heartily. “I did the 
very same thing! Now we each have a white 
kitten for a Christmas gift. I have yours here 
inside my snow suit, too.” The girls walked 
gaily down the snowy street toward home. 

In the quiet hush of Christmas Eve, Janice 
and Alfreda sat on the soft rug before the 
radio, listening to familiar strains of Christ- 
mas carols. The two white kittens were tired 
of playing, and had nestled each in his own- 
er’s lap, to be gently stroked and petted. 

“I am going to call mine Featherball,” 
said Alfreda as she held her head close to 
hear the kitten purr. 

“T think I will call mine Snowdown,” said 
Janice, “because he is as soft as down and 
as white as snow. I think this is the very 
happiest Christmas Eve I have ever had.” 

“] think so too,” said Alfreda with a happy 
smile. “We have never had any nicer gifts 
than Featherball and Snowdown.” 
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Babe in a Hlanger 


By JANE MARIE LE GRESLEY, Age 13 


Newmarket, Ontario 


Hear now my story about a sweet Child 


Who was laid in a manger, though gentle and mild. 
He was wrapped up in garments like bandages long 
That were wound round His body in swaddling bands strong; 


While high o'er the stable there shone a new star, 


Which Wise Men observed in a country afar. 


Quick, mounting their camels, round the dry desert vast 

Came those Wise Men, nor stopped till they reached Him at last. 
Three gifts for the Baby they brought in their hands, 

For they knew that He was the new King of all lands. 

Then reverently bowing, they knelt at His feet, 

And offered their hearts to Him, full and complete. 


Trapped Under the Ice! 
From page 3 


Proudly I stood there and looked at my 
beautiful square cake of ice floating in the 
water. Then it dawned on me that I now 
had a real problem on my hands—how was 
I to get that huge, heavy cake out of the 
water hole onto the surface of the solid ice 
around it? Oh, yes, now I knew. I would 
carefully cut a small hole in one side of 
the cake, slip my ax blade into it, and then 
pull the cake out. 

In just a moment or two my ax had a 
firm hold, and I began to pull. At first all 
went well. Slowly the ice came out of the 
water. Then suddenly all went wrong; my 
feet slipped, the cake of ice slid back into 
the hole, and I slid right on top of it. Im- 
mediately the cake dipped down on one 
side and dropped me into the icy water. 

Down I went to the bottom of the lake, 
ten feet below. Oh! but it was cold! 

As soon as I struck the bottom I gave 
it a good kick and started to ascend. When 
I reached the place where I had fallen 
through, I found the cake of ice completely 
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blocking the opening. I was trapped in the 
cold water under the ice. What could I do? 

Feeling around with my hands above 
my head till I found the right place, I lifted 
up one end of the cake. This brought the 
other end down a few inches so that I could 
shove the whole block under the solid ice. 
This left an opening four feet square. Im- 
mediately my head, arms, and shoulders 
came out of the water into the open air, 
where I could breathe again. 

Moving over to one side of the opening, 
I placed my arms on the ice and tried to 
climb out, but the wet ice was very slippery, 
and I fell back. For a long time I tried, 
again and again, but in vain. My strength 
was failing now, and it began to look as 
though I would have to go down to the 
bottom to stay. 

Then I noticed that my ax was lying on 
the ice on the other side of the hole. Mov- 
ing over to that side I reached for it, but 
it was too far away. Over and over again 
I tried. At last I managed to get hold of 
the very end of the handle with one of my 
fingernails. Carefully I wiggled and pulled. 
To my joy and delight, it moved toward 
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me. I grabbed it tight, and with a few 
swift blows, sank the ax blade into the hard 
ice and pulled myself out of the water. 

Once I was safe I did not stop to fill the 
bucket with ice. I hurried home as fast as 
my heavy, waterlogged clothes would per- 
mit. 

When my mother saw me she was fright- 
ened. She immediately filled a hot bath for 
me. Did it feel good? Indeed it did! Never 
before had a bath felt so wonderful! I was 
glad to stay in that water till my whole 
body was warm and comfortable. Dressed in 
dry clothes again, I went to the dinner table 
and ate a good warm meal. 

You may be sure I was happy and thankful 
to be sitting there safe and sound with my 
beloved father, mother, brothers, and_ sis- 
ters, instead of lying dead on the bottom 
of the lake. We all thanked God for having 
delivered me from a watery grave. 

Strange as it may seem, I did not get 
sick from having been so long in the cold 
water. I did not even catch a cold. God was 
wonderfully good to me. 


Dragged by a Mule 
From page 9 


der, his leg did not break, but the cruel 
blows of the hard ground on his head were 
too much for him, and he began to lose 
consciousness. Suddenly all went dark. 

When he awoke he found himself lying 
on the ground. The mule was nowhere in 
sight. The sun was low in the sky. His foot 
was still caught in the stirrup and the sad- 
dle lay beside him. What could have hap- 
pened? 

Painfully lifting himself up, he examined 
the saddle. Then he looked at the girth— 
the leather strip that goes around the body 
of the mule to hold the saddle on—and 
he was amazed at what he saw! That girth, 
which was six inches wide and a quarter of 
an inch thick, had been cut through as with a 
razor! He could tell it had not broken, for 
there were no ragged edges. The cut was 


clean and straight, and done, he was sure, 
by the angel of the Lord. Then his own 
weight had pulled the saddle off the mule’s 
back. 

Now, hobbling down the road to see if 
he could find the mule, he came to a place 
where the path crossed a gully that was 
strewn with boulders. Had he been dragged 
just a little while longer, and gone through 
that dreadful place, he would surely have 
been killed. 

Missionary Lane kept the saddle for years. 
Those two unfrayed edges ever reminded 
him of God’s care for His faithful children, 
and he never tired of telling the story to 
anyone who would listen. 

(Watch for another thrilling story of an- 
gel deliverance by Virgil Robinson in a 
few weeks.) 


Disaster Befalls the Explorers! 
From page 8 


above this dry creek,” spoke Private John- 
son. He well remembered the many experi- 
ences of cutting brush, and to him anything 
was better than that—even a dry rocky creek 
bed half covered with brambles. 

“We'll have to hurry to get down to the 
valley and back to the mules before night- 
fall,” said O'Neil as he held on tightly to a 
branch to keep from slipping. Stepping for- 
ward after regaining his balance, he moved 
through a clump of bushes that parted 
quickly to reveal what would have been 
in the wet season a roaring cataract of fifty 
feet or so. Tilting for a few seconds, his 
eyes wide with terror as he saw the tremen- 
dous fall ahead of him, O'Neil rocked, and 
then lost his balance completely. He had 
been coming too fast. Before him was a steep 
angle, and then the waterfall. Leaning back- 
ward with all his might to keep from fall- 
ing head first, the lieutenant plunged down, 
down, down. 

(To be continued) 
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I—TURNING WATER INTO WINE 


(JANUARY 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 
Lesson Text: John 2:1-11. 


Memory Verse: “His mother saith unto the 
servants, Whatsoever he saith unto you, do 
it” (John 2:5). 


Guiding Thought 


The first miracle that Jesus performed was not 
to bring deliverance to a victim of sickness or 
accident, nor to recover a body from death’s firm 
grasp, nor to feed miraculously a great gathering 
of people. It was to make a wedding party happier, 
to relieve the worries of the harassed hosts, the 
anxious servants. Compared with His other mira- 
cles this may seem a little thing, but it accom- 
plished much more than helping out in a trying 
situation. It was here at the wedding feast that 
the seeds of faith in those who were closest to 
Christ put up shoots that showed they con- 
tained life. Mary knew that her Son was the 
Son of God. Now she saw His divine power. The 
disciples had heard John the Baptist’s testimony, 
“Behold, the Lamb of God,” and had seen the 
heavenly dove descend on Him. Now their faith 
was strengthened as they saw the first demonstra- 
tion of His miracle-working ability. 


SUNDAY 
Jesus Goes to a Wedding 


1. What took place at the village of Cana, 
a few miles from Nazareth, soon after Christ’s 
baptism and temptation? (John 2:1, first part.) 


2. Who was present at the feast? (Verse 1, 
second part.) 


3. Who else were invited to the wedding? 
(Verse 2.) 


NoTE.—"‘‘Jesus reproved self-indulgence in all 
its forms, yet He was social in His nature. He ac- 
cepted the hospitality of all classes, visiting the 
homes of the rich and the poor, the learned and 
the ignorant, and seeking to elevate their thoughts 
from questions of commonplace life to those 
things that are spiritual and eternal. He gave no 
license to dissipation, and no shadow of worldly 
levity marred His conduct; yet He found pleasure 
in scenes of innocent happiness, and by His pres- 
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ence sanctioned the social gathering. A Jewish 
marriage was an impressive occasion, and its joy 
was not displeasing to the Son of man. By attend- 
ing this feast, Jesus honored marriage as a divine 
institution.’—The Desire of Ages, pp. 150, 151. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
144, pars. 2, 3; p. 145, pars. 1-3. 


MONDAY 
Something Goes Wrong 


4. As the wedding proceeded, something 
happened to cause great concern to those in 
charge of the feast. How did Mary tell her 
Son of the crisis? (John 2:3.) 


NOTE.— "It was the custom of the times for 
marriage festivities to continue several days. On 
this occasion, before the feast ended it was found 
that the supply of wine had failed. This discovery 
caused much perplexity and regret. It was un- 
usual to dispense with wine on festive occasions, 
and its absence would seem to indicate a want of 
hospitality. As a relative of the parties, Mary had 
assisted in the arrangements for the feast, and she 
now spoke to Jesus saying, ‘They have no wine.’” 
—The Desire of Ages, pp. 145, 146. 


5. What did Jesus say to His mother when 
she appealed to Him? (Verse 4.) 


NoTE.— ‘This answer, abrupt as it seems to us, 
expressed no coldness or discourtesy. The Sav- 
iour’s form of address to His mother was in ac- 
cordance with Oriental custom. It was used toward 
persons to whom it was desired to show respect.” 
—The Desire of Ages, p. 146. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 147, 
pars. 3, 4; p. 148, par. 1. 


TUESDAY 
Jesus Comes to the Rescue 


6. What instruction did Mary give to the 
servants? (John 2:5.) 


7. What did Jesus tell the servants to do? 
(Verses 6, 7.) 


NorTeE.—A firkin was equal to 8 or 9 gallons. 
Therefore each waterpot contained 18 to 27 gal- 
lons. Altogether they would contain approxi- 
mately 100 to 150 gallons. This shows that there 
were many people to be served at the wedding. 





8. When they had obeyed His first instruc- 
tion, what further command did Jesus give the 
servants? (Verse 8.) 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 148, 
pars. 2, 3 


WEDNESDAY 
Disgrace and Disaster Averted 


9. What happened to the water that Jesus 
had commanded the servants to draw? (John 
2:9, first part.) 


NoTE.—“The wine which Christ provided for 
the feast, and that which He gave to the disciples 
as a symbol of His own blood, was the pure juice 
of the grape. To this the prophet Isaiah refers 
when he speaks of the new wine ‘in the cluster,’ 
and says, ‘Destroy it not; for a blessing is in it.’ 
. . . The unfermented wine which He provided 
for the wedding guests was a wholesome and re- 
freshing drink. Its effect was to bring the taste 
into harmony with a healthful appetite.’—The 
Desire of Ages, p. 149. 


10. What did the governor of the feast say 
when he tasted the good wine? (Verses 9, second 
part, 10.) 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
148, par. 4; p. 149, pars. 1, 2. 


THURSDAY 
The Disciples’ Faith Is Strengthened 


1l. What was made “manifest” in this mir- 
acle? (John 2:11, first part.) 


NoTE.—“Jesus did not begin His ministry by 


Jesus did His first miracle 
to help His mother. Just as 
He changed ordinary water 
inte precious wine, so He 
will change our lives and 
make them beautiful, too. 





some great work before the Sanhedrin at Jeru- 
salem. At a household gathering in a little Galilean 
village His power was put forth to add to the joy 
of a wedding feast. Thus He showed His sym- 
pathy with men, and His desire to minister to 
their happiness. In the wilderness of temptation 
He Himself had drunk the cup of woe. He came 
forth to give to men the cup of blessing, by His 
benediction to hallow the relations of human life.” 
—The Desire of Ages, p. 144. 


12. How did this miracle affect the dis- 
ciples? (Verse 11, last part.) 
For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
149, last par.; p. 150, top par.; p. 152, pars. 2-5. 
FRIDAY 


Which disciples were likely to be at the wed- 
ding? Read John 1:40-45 and find the names of 
the disciples who had already attached themselves 
to Jesus. 








Locate Cana, Nazareth, and the Jordan River 
on your Bible map. 
How Was 
Mary’s faith in Jesus shown? 
the servants’ faith in His word shown? 
the disciples’ faith shown? 
How is your faith in Jesus shown today? 








COPYRIGHT, 1954, BY REVIEW AND 
HERALD. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 





Lorenzo, the Lion, No. 4 — By Harry Baers 











1. Lorenzo soon returns to the cave with some meat, 
which he shares with Androclus. The slave remains 
there with the lion for some time, and the two be- 
come good friends. 2. Then one day Lorenzo is 
caught in a net that has been spread for him. He is 
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placed in a heavy cage and taken to Rome to pro- 
vide sport for the emperors and their people. 3. In 
a few days Androclus comes out of the cave to find 
food and see what has happened to the lion. He 
also is captured, and is taken back to his master. 
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4. It is planned that the captured slave shall be 
punished by being thrown to wild beasts in the arena. 
Lorenzo is starved for several days and then turned 
out before the assembled crowd. 5. He sees a lone 
man in the center of the arena and charges him, 


while the crowd cheers, tensely awaiting the out- 
come. 6. Suddenly the lion recognizes the man and 
stops short in front of him. It is his friend, An- 
droclus! As the crowd looks on, astounded, the lion 
licks the slave’s hand and the slave caresses the lion! 
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7. The emperor, amazed at the sight, calls the slave 
before him, and Androclus tells him the story of his 
experience with the lion. The bravery of the man 
and the gratitude of the beast deeply touch the 
hard heart of the ruler. 8. He pardons the slave and 
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allows him to go back to his home country, a free 
man. Androclus is happy to leave his chains behind 
him. 9. Lorenzo, the lion, is also given his freedom. 
He bounds away to the rugged hills, to the shelter of 
the cave where he once dwelt with Androclus. 





